Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
A second he stared after her with an unwonted expres-
sion of tenderness. The carriage of her fine figure was
noble enough to have graced a royal staircase. Perhaps
he was thinking that some day he would like to place her
there. Then he returned to the waiting three to issue his
orders in detail, while on her pillow Letizia counted the
number of her beds, the spare mattresses she could install
on the floor, the cheeses in her store-room, and the fish she
could buy against the descent of those grasshopper
recruits on her household.
So it was that she awoke on Maundy Thursday to find
her home turned into a lodging-house, as Fesch had
prophesied. When she got up, during the night, to ad-
minister calomel to Caroline, and again to rub the leg of
little Jerome, who was suffering from growing-pains, she
had stumbled over a horde of snoring troopers. Now she
could see their mattresses everywhere. In the dining-room
were ashes and broken pipe-stems, the lees from overturned
glasses of wine. Above stairs it was worse. Evidently most
of the upland recruits preferred to sleep in their clothes.
Cakes of mud were on the carpets, the bowls were un-
emptied, and wisps of hair and uncleansed shaving-brushes
littered the wash-stands. She was glad when they had gone
for the day and left her to her baking.
It was here that the abbe, who had escaped from his
own guests, found her. But his commiserations were inter-
rupted, first by a violent pounding at a door within, then
by a call for help from a third-story window.
They looked up. A wrathful face with disheveled and
disarrayed neck-cloth appeared at the window. Letizia
looked distressed.